CHAPTER XIV

THE MORNING AFTER

WHEN David entered the room where Rusco
lay, all was serene and silent; the lamp burnt
with a steady light; thick curtains drawn
across the windows dulled the moaning of the
storm outside. Rusco was sleeping. David,
treading gently on the wolfskins, sank into his
accustomed place, whence he could keep a
guard upon his patient and could command a
view of both the outer and inner doors.

He had now come to the parting of the ways;
and his first impulse was to put a hundred
leagues between Mariota and himself. Yet he
was unwilling to abandon Rusco to the minis-
trations of old Crackenthorpe.

But how could he face Mariota ?

Cherishing for Rusco a deep and true devo-
tion, he was the more aghast to find he had
inspired such tragic passion in the heart of
Rusco's wife. Amazement, pity, bewilder-
ment, in turn possessed him. The life that he
had led, a life of absolute unquestioning devo-
tion to a noble cause, had fortified him against
casual temptations even at the age when such
temptations are most potent. His ener^v and